

After flying from Karachi to Cairo, I went on
to Italy and arrived in Naples on a bleak winter after-
noon. As I stepped out of the plane I noticed I was
being paid more attention than necessary. The officials
had mixed me up with a V.I.P. for whom the attention
was obviously intended. Within a short while after ar-
rival at the airport, I was on my way to the hotel and
not much later I was propped up at the bar of the
Sirena. Two hours afterwards a fuming Turk entered
the lounge. He was Tarara, the Turkish Ambassador
to the Court of King Faruk. My name had been mis-
taken for his.
The grim drabness of the Italian port was in marked
contrast with the color and affluence of Cairo. The cold
wet of winter had chilled the Italians. Ten years ago
they had worn the cloak of conquerors. Now they had
little at all to wear. Bowed and humbled, they walked
the streets, their eyes cast groundwards. They appeared
ashamed of defeat. Their dream of empire had van-
ished. Now they were feeling the pinch of hunger and
want. They watched eagerly for cigarette stubs which
Allied soldiers threw away. The world had no use for
empire-builders, old or new.
I left Naples by jeep for Rome the next day. The
sun peered through the clouds after many wet and
bitterly cold weeks. We drove on the famous Highway
Six, which passed through the town of Cassino. In this
town there once stood the famous Benedictine mon-